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Unscripted 


Author's Notes: 
PG and kind of fluffy.. Not fantastic, but it\'s short and sweet. 


Thump. Taylor's back hit the ‘table as he was thrown onto it by his slightly geeky looking bandmate. ‘Wow.’ he 
thought, Hes strong! And strong he was. Dave leapt onto the ‘table, positioning himself over the younger man, 
who certainly looked surprised. Taylor wondered what on earth Dave was trying to achieve with this, and Dave 


wasn't sure himself. But Taylor was of course more than willing to help them both find out. 


There was no real doubt that Taylor had always found Dave attractive. And there was no real doubt that 
Dave knew that, even if he hadn't actually admitted it. There was also no real doubt that Taylor had wanted 
Dave for a long, long time. And as Dave's lips pressed against his, Taylor thought just how lucky he was. A 
handsome, young, blonde guy, who happened to drum in one of the most loved bands in the world, being 
tongue-raped by one of rock's most desired men. Luckiest bastard in the whole world? Most certainly. 


Being held down by Dave was incredibly arousing, no matter how much Taylor tried to think it wasn't. He didn't 
want Dave to know he was enjoying this too much. But then again, what if Dave thought he wasnt enjoying itl? 


Oh God, what thenl? He might never get this opportunity again! Now he was worrying. His left foot began to 
shake slightly, no matter what he did to try and stop it. Taylor tried relaxing, but it's always difficult to get 


comfortable when you have a man on top of you and an air-hockey puck in your back 


But then again, the comfort wasn't exactly the important thing. Dave released one of Taylor's arms, but only 
for a second. Keeping the drummer's right arm pinned down with his left hand, Dave shifted his weight so that 
he was leaning on Taylor's left side, leaving the younger man incapable of moving either hand or arm. However, 
this gave Dave complete control, and a free hand. He ran it through his drummer's short-ish hair. This made 
Taylor feel self-conscious yet again. It was a hot day, and now he was sweating a lot, obviously.. What if his 
hair felt greasy!? 


Actually, Taylor didn't have much to worry about. Dave seemed way too busy to be bothered about his hair. 

This threw up more questions for Taylor.. What if Dave was just doing this because he could? No. That would 
be too mean, and Dave's always been the nicest man in rock:.‘he reassured himself. What if he was just doing 

it to make Taylor happy? Or to somehow put him off? Maybe that was it. No. Ridiculous idea. Whatever the 


reason, Taylor worked out that he didn't really care why.. All he cared about was how much longer. 


Unfortunately, the kissed ended, leaving Taylor breathless and hornier than a rabbit at a strip club. He looked 
up into Dave's face, trying to catch his eye, but the older man had his closed. And anyway, his hair was 
covering most of his face, as usual. He pushed it behind his ears and winked at Taylor, who almost died with 
excitement like a squealy fangirl. Both men smiled - Taylor with a very nervous grin - still not sure exactly 


what that had achieved. But they were both sure as hell that it was the best thing they'd ever done. 


Dave grinned even more, and pushed himself off of the air hockey table, "How was that?" he asked, brushing 
his down his front and not taking his eyes off of the blonde drummer. 


"Uh, yeah, that was just great, Dave.. But uh." the director scratched his head with a confused look on his 
face, "but it wasn't exactly in the script." 


